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IIL

To He In kilns and barns at e'en

When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thin,

Is, doubtless, great distress!
Yet then content could make us blest;
Ev'n then, sometimes we'd snatch a taste

Of truest happiness.
The honest heart that's free frae a'

Intended fraud or guile,
However fortune kick the ba',
Has ay some cause to smile,

And mind still, you'll find still,

A comfort this nae sma';
Nae mair then, we'll care then3
Nae farther can we fa'8

IV.

What tho', like commoners of air?
We wander out, we know not where,

But either house or ha]' ?
Yet nature's charms, the hills and woods,
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods.

Are free alike to all.
In days when daisies deck the ground,

And blackbirds whistle clear,
With honest joy our hearts will bound,

To see the coming year:
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